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A Bit of Understanding 


First a text from the Bible, and then 
a lovely story that helps us know what it 
means. 

The text is Hebrews 4:15. It says that 
Jesus is “touched with the feeling of our 
infirmities,” because He was “in all points 
tempted like as we are, yet without sin.” 
It means that Jesus understands why it’s so 
hard for us to be good sometimes, just 
like the little boy and the crippled puppy. 

One day Mr. Smith—who lived in Eng- 
land—looked down at his pet dog and 
sighed. That dog had five little pups—five 
of them! What could he do with so many? 
All he wanted was one grown-up dog, and 
here he was threatened with having six! 


There was only one thing to do—-sell 
them. He put up a sign in his window, 
“Puppies for Sale.” 


Yet, even as he put it up, he knew he’d 




















never sell all the little dogs. Four of them 
were healthy and cute and cuddly, but the 
fifth was weak in one leg. It couldn’t romp 
and play like the others, but limped around 
pitifully. 

The sign hadn’t been up long when there 
was a knock on the door and a little boy 
asked, “Mister, could I buy a puppy if 
they don’t cost too much?” 

“Well,” said Mr. Smith. “They are fifty 
shillings each.” 

“Fifty shillings!” the boy repeated ur 
happily. “I only have seven.” And hé 
turned to go. 

Then he looked back. “Mister,” he said, 
“if I can’t buy a puppy, could I just look 
at them anyway?” 

“Why, sure,” said Mr. Smith kindly. And 
he led the way into the house and back 
to the room where the puppies were. 

How the boy’s face lighted up as he 
watched the five little balls of fur! 

Suddenly he caught his breath. He had 
seen the pup with the crippled leg! 

“Mister, please!” he exclaimed. “Could 
I have that little one with the bad leg? 
Please, mister. I'll pay you all I’ve got now, 
and I’ll pay you something every week till 
it’s all paid up. But, please, mister, let me 
have that one.” 

“Now, now, son,” said Mr. Smith. “You 
don’t want that little thing. She will never 
be able to walk well. Wouldn’t you much 
rather have one of the others that will be 
able to play with you when it grows up?” 

The little boy looked serious. He hitched 
up a leg of his pants and pointed to a brace. 
“You see, mister,” he explained, “I’ve never 
been able to walk very well myself, and I 
reckon that little pup will need a bit of 
understanding. I did.” 

The boy wondered why Mr. Smith sud- 
denly took his handkerchief out just then 
and blew his nose. But he was thrilled a 
moment later when the man placed the 
puppy in his hands and said softly, “She’s 
all yours, my boy.” 


It wasn’t till much later that Mr. smi : 


remembered he had said nothing about th 
money. But he was glad he hadn’t. 


Your friend, 


PS Ware 











SOCKS for FRITZ 


By DULCIE B. KITNEY 


gn was wonderful for Tony Hooper. He 
had a bicycle, and a stream near his 
South African home where he could play 
when the weather was hot. There was just 
one thing lacking to make his joy complete. 
He wanted a truck like the one he had 
seen advertised in a magazine. What fun he 
would have then! 

After much scheming and planning he 
began to put away his spare pennies in his 


money box. And almost every other day 
the key would be inserted into the lock, 
and the growing pile of coins would be 
rolled onto the bed and carefully counted. 
Two shillings—then three—four shillings 
and threepence—and gradually on up until 
there was actually seven shillings and six- 
pence saved. Another two months’ pocket 
money, he speculated, and the truck would be 
his. To page 17 


As Fritz opened the closet door in his hotel room he gasped in surprise. His clothes were gone! 
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COCKER, A COCKY CROW® € 


By BILLY 


BOUGHT Cocker for a dollar, and he was 

a nuisance from the start. He was about 
a week old and the size of a small robin. 
He didn’t have a single feather except for 
a few short pinfeathers on his tail, wings, 
and head. 

I decided to name him Cocker because I 
had heard a story about a crow named 
Cocker, who was the leader of a crow gang. 
Cocker was a gangster, all right! About 
every three hours I had to run into the 
house with a can of ground horse meat to 
feed the hungry, squawking thing! Cocker 
would not be satisfied until he was stuffed 
full. Once he got too much meat in his 
craw and would have died if I had not 
fished some of it out. 

As each day went by Cocker grew a little 
bigger and got a little saucier. His feathers 
began to sprout and grow. One day he de- 
cided to try out his wings in the house. He 
made a five-foot flight right into a pan of 
freshly baked beans! Mother rescued him 
out of that mess. 

Cocker’s wings developed until he could 
fly across the yard and back. As he got 
older he began to look more like an adult 





Billy Hankins, who used to own Cocker, was a 
student at La Sierra College Preparatory School when 
he wrote this story. 
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crow. His juvenile plumage, however, was 
not the glossy black of older crows. 


At first I was afraid to let him fly loose 
when I was not around. I thought he might 
fly away and get lost. He proved, however, 
that he wasn’t planning to leave—at least 
not for the present. 

When Cocker was not out I kept him in 
a big cage with my pet hawk. The cage had 
been built especially for the hawk; it was 
big enough so he had plenty of room to 
fly. When Cocker had nothing to do in the 
cage he would annoy the hawk. The hawk 
would then claw the crow. Any hawk in the 
wild has no rest from teasing crows. When 
Cocker thought he had been caged in his 
jail long enough, he would seek every op- 
portunity to make a getaway when I opened 
the door. 

When Cocker did make a getaway, 
trouble began at once. Nothing was safe 
from his tormenting. His first target was 
usually our two Siamese cats. They would 
dive for the nearest bush, but he usually got 


the end of one of their tails and would > % 


it a good pinch. He always missed th 
spring of the angry cats by inches. If my 
dog, a large German shepherd named 
Rinny, was around, Cocker would land on 
his back and pull his ears. 
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Cocker made my mother disgusted by 
pulling off all the camellia buds on the 
camellia bushes. If it was washday, he would 
also get on her clothesline and pull off the 
clothespins. If the clothes that dropped were 
the size of a sock, he would fly off with 
them. 

Cocker had a bad habit of swooping down 
on people and just skimming their head by 
a hairbreadth, though he would never do 
this unless the person acted afraid of him. 
When he grabbed their hair and pulled, 

eople usually ran screaming for the nearest 

shelter. This would excite him more, and 
he would swoop again and again on the 
nearly hysterical person. Then he would fly 
up to a tree, and there caw his loudest, 
twitting the person for being such a 
coward. 

The neighbors’ children were in for a bit 
of Cocker’s teasing too. They did not take it 
kindly. Their parents threatened to give him 
a fatal dose of buckshot if he ever came 
again. I would then have to catch him and 


put him back in his cage. 

The first few times he 
was easy to catch, but he 
got wise on the matter. 
Finally the only way I 
could get close enough to 
catch him was to hold out some horse meat, 
which he could not resist. When he came to 
get it I would grab him with my other hand. 
I got the worst bites when he saw that I was 
going to put him back in jail. 

Cocker made friends with a pet duck, but 
he enjoyed teasing him too. When he would 
sight Donald out in an open space, he 
would dive-bomb him. This terrified the 
duck so that he ran, flapping his wings, for 
safety. Cocker would then grab a mouthful 
of feathers and pull them from his back. 

Cocker had to be in on the affairs of 
everybody. Every morning he would fly to 
our bedroom window to caw, telling us to 
get up. Sometimes he would go to a nearby 
tree with a band of his friends, but the wild 


To page 16 





Cocker thought it great sport to stand on the clothesline and pull off all the clothespins! 
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JACK’S ADVENTURE 


By ARCHA O. DART 





CHAPTER SEVEN: ARRESTED! 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE 


Jack had almost decided to sneak off with Carl 
Hunter to spend the summer vacation trying to find 
excitement in Texas. But he changed his mind and 
went canvassing instead, selling good Adventist books 
from door to door. He was assigned to Macon County, 
and set out with three other academy boys. He soon 
found that being a colporteur was full of adventure. 
After a while Mr. Armstrong, the man in charge of 
all the —., came to see how the boys were get- 
ting on. During the week he spent a day with each 
of the four boys. The first day he went with Jack, 
and the second day, with one of the others, Donald. 


—— to the previous arrange- 
ments Mr. Armstrong was right on 
the spot at the appointed time to accompany 
Donald on Tuesday. The morning was 
bidding fair to become a beautiful day. The 
skies were blue, and Donald was very happy 
with the thought of having assistance with 
this his first delivery. 

Mr. Armstrong had the car filled with 
gas and oil, and soon it was hitting on all 
cylinders going down the road to their ter- 
ritory. But the suspicion of the high sheriff 
and some of the other county officers had 
been greatly aroused by the arrival of this 
new car in town bearing a tag from another 
State. These officers prided themselves in 
being able to recognize on sight every car 
in the county. Small wonder, indeed, that 
the whole force went into action when an 
out-of-State car was reported! But with all 
due respect to these men it should be said 
that they had been having trouble with some 
rumrunners who had been passing through 
their peaceful village, and they had deter- 
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mined to put a stop to it at any cost. To 
their honor and credit, these officers had 
refused everything that resembled a bribe 
and had given those bootleggers the full 
measure of the law. 

Of course Mr. Armstrong and Donald 
had no knowledge of all this, so delivered 
the books right and left. Mr. Armstrong 
was happy to find that Donald had taken 
many orders from the better class of people. 
This enabled them to make a quick delivery. 
One lady told them that it was in answer to 
prayer that she was able to take her book. 
Up until that very morning she had not had 
a cent in the house, but the peddler had 
come by and had bought enough chickens 
from her to pay for the book. Another man 
told them that he had had some bad luck since 
he had given his order for the book. One of 
his cows had been killed on the railroad, and 
the smell of fresh blood had set the whole 
herd wild. They had broken through the 
fence and were bemoaning her fate when 
the fast express train rounded the curve 
and killed seventeen more of them. He too 
his book, however, and seemed glad to get 
it. By noon the small delivery was over, and 
they were ready to do a little canvassing for 
the big delivery. 

Donald had given two or three exhibi- 
tions, and now it was Mr. Armstrong's 
turn to make the canvass. At the next house 
Mr. Armstrong found the lady of the house 
and two neighbor women making a quilt. 
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He commented on the beauty of the design, 
asked a few questions about making quilts 
that revealed his masculine ignorance of 
such household art, and promised to urge 
his wife to make a quilt that would be as 
attractive as that one. Then he invited them 
to rest a few minutes and look at one of 
the most inspiring books he had ever read. 
In a few minutes’ time they had forgotten 
all about their quilt and were deeply inter- 
ested in the spiritual lessons Mr. Armstrong 

as bringing to their attention. Donald him- 
elf was eagerly listening as if he had never 
heard the canvass before. 

Suddenly heavy footsteps were heard on 
the front porch. Immediately the door flew 
open, and a large, stern-looking man entered. 

“What are you fellows doing here?” he 
demanded of the two colporteurs. 

Mr. Armstrong was sure that this stranger 
was either the landlord of the plantation 
or an officer of the law. Knowing that 
adaptability is an important grace for a 
successful colporteur, he extended his hand 
to the newcomer and greeted him with one 
of those colporteur smiles. “Armstrong is 
my name,” he said. “I shall be glad to show 
you what we are doing in this community.” 

A hurried exhibition was started, but the 
man cut it short by announcing, “I have 
come to arrest you. The high sheriff of 
Macon County is waiting for you at the 
gate.” 
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Mr. Armstrong tried to assure the deputy 
that they were not criminals but mission- 
aries. “Here are my credentials,” he said, as 
he began fishing around in his pocket for 
that important piece of paper. 

“I’m sorry, men,” replied the officer, “but 
we have come to search your car.” 

“All right, sir,” said Mr. Armstrong as he 
got his hat. “There it is down by the gate. 
Help yourself.” 

Just as the two colporteurs started out 
the door with the deputy, the lady of the 
house said, “Wait a minute. I want one of 
those books.” 

“Donald,” Mr. Armstrong said, “you stay 
here and get the lady’s order while I go 
down to see what all this trouble is about.” 

Since he was not guilty, Mr. Armstrong 
was in rather a jolly mood. Seeing the high 
sheriff standing with one foot on the fender 
of the car and his head cocked to one side 
as if he had caught a live bootlegger or a 
prehistoric animal, he said, “Good afternoon, 
Mr. Sheriff. Who is under arrest, I or your 
deputy? You see I have him in the lead.” 

The deputy began to explain to the high 
sheriff, by way of an apology, that he be- 
lieved that they had the wrong men. “I am 
sorry, Mr. Moore, but these men seem to be 
missionaries, and not bootleggers at all.” 

At this, Mr. Moore lost his dignified pose 
and came forward to meet them and said, 
“I am sorry for disturbing you.” 


Suddenly the door flew open and a stern-looking man entered. “| have 
come to arrest you,” he told the colporteurs. “The sheriff is waiting.” 








HANDS ARE HANDY! 
By HARRIETTE WILBURR 


Observe your useful, busy hands, 
And think a bit about them. 
Is there a minute of the day 
That you could do without them? 
They wash your face and comb your hair, 
They dress you gladly, neatly, 
And in a thousand other ways 
Your hands serve you completely. 
They also help you do good deeds 
For Father, Mother, Brother, 
For Sister, other people, too— 
One neighbor and another. 
As every worker always keeps 
Good tools in shape, prepared for 
What they should do, so, keep your hands 
Like perfect tools—well cared for. 





“That is entirely all right, Mr. Moore. 
Armstrong is my name,” he said as he shook 
hands with the sheriff. “I shall be very 
happy to show you the work we are doing in 
this county.” 

Mr. Armstrong drew out his prospectus 
and gave Mr. Moore a good spiritual canvass. 
When the colporteur leader had finished, the 
sheriff turned to his deputy and said, “That 
does not look like bootlegging to me, 
Clyde. These gentlemen must be preachers.” 

Turning to the colporteur, he asked the 
price of the book. “What, only $10.25? That 
certainly is not too much for such a book,” 
he said. “That book ought to be in every 
home in this county. But if it were, I guess 
we would not have very much to do,” re- 
marked the sheriff. “You may bring me one 
when you make your delivery.” 

When Mr. Armstrong had made out the 
order slip, the sheriff handed him a dollar, 
saying, “Here is the first payment. I do not 
see how you can sell a book like that at 
such a low price.” 

By this time Donald had returned with a 
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smile around his face from ear to ear. He 
announced the fact that he had secured two 
orders from those ladies, and that they were 
very anxious to have them delivered before 
the regular time. 

The officers again apologized as they 
hopped into their car and went back to the 
courthouse. But their trip had not been in 
vain. They had found something that day 
that would be a great blessing to them. 

“God works in many different ways t 





0) 
lead people nearer to Him,” Brother Arm@) ey 


strong began. “No doubt that sheriff woul 
not have been at home had you tried to 
reach him there. It might be that he would 
have been too busy to look at your book if 
you had gone to his office. I believe that the 
Lord allowed him to hunt for us in this way 
to create a desire in his mind for this book. 
After searching here and there for us all 
morning and coming away out here to this 
corner of the county, the whole thing was in 
a different light to him. He was ready to 
listen to what we had to say. I believe he 
will read that book when it is delivered.” 

Every Friday afternoon a plump letter 
from home was just as sure to be waiting in 
the post office as Jack was sure to be there 
to call for it. Quickly he would tear it open 
and begin reading. This is what he read one 
week: 


“My PRECIOUS BOY JACK, 


“You do not know how happy your 
father and I are to receive your good letters. 
We are so anxious for Tuesday morning to 
come, so we can get your letter, that we 
can scarcely wait. We were interested in 
that experience you had with that family at 
Crosslands. We believe that the Lord helped 
you in answering that lady the way you did. 
You see if you had answered right up, ‘No, 
ma’am, I do not believe in the Holy Rollers, 
she would not have been ready to listen to 
you. No doubt she would not have ordered 
that book. As it is, the words in that book 
may reach her heart and she may be saved 
in the kingdom of God. 

“My! Wouldn’t it be a grand experience 
for me to have my son introduce me, when 
we get into that better land, to some of the 
very. people he canvassed there in Macon 
County! I believe, son, that will be our 
happy experience if you are faithful. 

- “Never belittle any church or speak in a 
way that will give offense. God has many 
To page 19 














By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


HE cry of “shark” sends swimmers scut- 

tling for shore. The cry of “jellyfish” might 
raise a hoot of contempt. But the jellyfish 
deals death, not like the shark by slashing 
its victim in two, but in a sinister manner, 
stinging and leaving its prey to die by 
paralysis and suffocation. 

No death-dealing jellyfish were known 
along the North American coast till in 1954 
a boy swimming in the water off the Texas 
coast died after having been stung on the 
foot and across the arms and chest by a 
jellyfish. Since the jellyfish escaped, no one 
knows what kind it was or where it came 
from. 

Jellyfish of one sort or another live in all 
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STINGING JELLY 


and ADELAIDE ROESLEIN 


the oceans of the world. The thimble jelly- 
fish is the only one known to inhabit the 
arctic seas. The oceans along the coast of 
North America harbor jellyfish of many 
different kinds. These, although paralyzing 
the prey they need for food, are not danger- 
ous to human beings. Their sting, painful 
and very distressing, stiffens the muscles and 
makes breathing difficult. 

The jellyfish stinger consists of a dart 
fastened to a coiled thread. Triggered by a 
spring this dart shoots out like a harpoon 
and penetrates the man or fish that has come 
too near. As the dart enters the flesh it 
releases a paralyzing poison. 

The bodies of most jellyfish are umbrella 
shaped and almost clear enough 
to see through. They drift lazily 
along with the currents of air and 
water. Their tentacles, which 
harbor the poison darts, hang down 
or trail behind the body. In the 
moon jellyfish these tentacles may 
be but a few inches in length. In 
the Portuguese man-of-war they 
may extend to ten or twelve feet. 
The gooseberry jellyfish, pale pink 
in color and sparkling like ice, is 
small and dainty. Others, such as 
the red jellyfish or lion’s mane 
may reach seven feet in diameter. 

Jellyfish differ greatly one from 
another. One jellyfish does not 
sting. One lays eggs and hatches 
out jellyfish. One lays eggs that 
fasten themselves to rocks and go 
into a stage in which they are not 


To page 16 


The Portuguese man-of-war is a very 
colorful jellyfish with a dangerous sting. 
Streamers grow to be twelve feet long. 
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By HORACE GATES 


PART 1 


i pickup rolled to a sudden stop in 
front of Glacier Ranger station, gateway 
to Mount Baker National Forest. Six boys 
fell over one another and their packs as 
they tumbled out. Up the gray stone steps 
we went, entered the rustic log ranger sta- 
tion, and waited at the desk. The ranger was 
busy talking on the telephone to someone, 
maybe someone away up in a lonely lookout 
tower. 

“What can I do for you fellows?” came his 
voice at last. 

“How do we find the trail to Skyline 
Ridge?” 

“Well, that is a bit hard to do,” he an- 
swered. 

Patiently he told us just what old roads, 
crooks, and trails we should take. He told 
us about the stream we would cross. And 
before he got through, we were already lost, 
and we hadn't even started. 

Then an old gold prospector, who had 
been sitting on a bench listening to us, 
spoke up. “And fellows, don’t fergit the 
new loggin’ road that cuts cross the old 
roads. Ya might git lost there.” 

“Then too,” added the ranger, “no one 
has been up the trail yet this summer. 
Probably it’s covered with snow halfway 
down the mountain ridge. The trail is on 
the shady side, you know, and we haven't 
had much hot sun.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “Guess we'll try Twin 
Lakes instead. Is the road open?” 

“Just part way,” he replied. “You'll have 
to walk the last two miles. Maybe through 
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snow too. It melts quite late up there.” 

“We don’t care about that. Will we need 
a fire permit?” 

What a foolish question. We should have 
asked him for a snow-melting permit—or 
maybe borrowed snowshoes. 

A mile up the road we looked out the 
cab windows, and high above—away up 
there where the clouds play hide-and-seek 
—was a rugged mountain. It wasn’t Skyline 
Ridge, and it wasn’t the mountain that held 
Twin Lakes in its lap. But those rocky cliffs, 
jagged peaks, and wide alpine meadows— 
how they called! 

We stopped the truck. “See it, fellows. 
Rugged country for rugged men! Six miles 
by trail. Want to try it?” 

“Let’s go,” they answered. 

Soon we bumped off the main highway 
onto a rough, narrow road that twisted its 
way up the foothills toward Church Moun- 
tain, which had got its name because, from 
a long way off, its meadows and jagged 
rocks look like a big church and bell tower. 

The road ended. Ten minutes later we 
looked like pack mules heading up the 
trail. Soon some were puffing. Beads 
sweat were rolling down our faces. Alrea 
a couple of the fellows were wondering 
whether someone was putting rocks in their 
packs. 

“Oh, for water,” said Pete. 

“There it is,” I said. “See it way down 
there.” 

Pete looked down, down, down, and 
down some more. Brush, rocks, and then 




















water, and lots of it. “I'll die of thirst before 
I go down there,” he said as he fell to the 
ground and put his head on his pack. “Must 
be a mile down there, at least it looks like 
it. 

“Wish we had wings,” added Mike. 

Tim and Jim just looked. Then we all 
decided our packs must be getting tired, 
so we gave them a rest. Of course, we weren't 
tired. Not us, ha, ha! But we had to wait 
for our packs. While we waited we ate some 

hole-wheat sticks, dried fruits, and a little 

ocolate. 

The trail went on and on, and so did we. 
A sign on a tree said one mile. We had 
gone only a mile! Five left to hike before 
we would be at the lookout station. But 
those five miles began to seem like ten. 

“Water, hear it?” Closer, closer. “There 
it is! At the bottom of another canyon!” 

“Oh, no!” 


We sat down and let our packs rest awhile. We 
and so we let them regain a little strength as 
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Back and forth the trail 
went. Now we were at the 
edge of one canyon, and 
then back to the other one. 
We could see the cool 
water bubbling over rocks 
tempting us, daring us, until we felt and 
acted like hungry dogs watching a bone in a 
hand just out of reach. 

It was getting late. Where would we 
camp? No water, and the hillside so steep 
we couldn’t find a place to sleep, for, you see, 
it wouldn’t be much fun to roll down the 
hill in the middle of the night. 

“Look, fellows!” There was an opening 
between the big trees, and we could see far 
across the valley. Mount Baker loomed like 
a huge dish of ice cream, with strawberries 
too, for the sun was getting low and making 
the snow pink and rose. We felt better now. 

To page 16 





weren’t tired. Oh, no! But our packs were weary, 
we gazed across the rugged country before us. 
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THE CIRCLE OF i 
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| delicious smell of freshly baked bread, 
spice cookies, and cinnamon rolls filled 
the kitchen of the little house tucked away 
in the woods by the side of the river. 

Father Terry had been away from home 
for several weeks working at a distant neigh- 
bor’s. 

Mother Terry and the three children were 
busying themselves with the day’s baking 
and the evening chores, for this was the 
weekend that Father was to come home. 
Ned, the young son of the family, was fill- 
ing the wood box, which sat close to the 
square cookstove. Amanda, the older daugh- 
ter, was setting the table, which was sur- 
rounded by homemade stools. Stella was fold- 
ing some clothes to put away in the chest 
of drawers. 

“Father should be here soon,” said Mother 
as she glanced out the window down the 
narrow road through the woods. The clock 
on the shelf was slowly ticking away the 
moments of the tranquil afternoon. 

“There’s someone coming, but it isn’t 
Father,” Ned announced. The dark figure 
of a man loomed larger in the semidarkness. 
“Why, it’s Jim Hood!” exclaimed Mother. 
“What's he doing away up here? He lives 
down on the creek bottom.” 

As the man dismounted, Ned opened the 
door and ran out to hold his horse. 

“The Indians are on the warpath!” Jim 
Hood told Mother. “You must leave at once!” 

Amanda handed him the big dipper of 
water, for she could see he was thirsty, and 
younger sister gave him a couple of Mother's 
warm cinnamon rolls. The rider soon re- 
mounted and rode off up the road to warn 
the other settlers. 

Mother shuddered as she took the freshly 
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By ENID SPARKS 


baked cookies from the cooky trays. The 
girls turned pale as they realized Ma’s con- 
cern. 

Since Ned was the protector of the family 
in father’s absence, he drew himself up to 
the full stature of his ten years, turned to 
his mother, and said, “Let’s be off, Ma. We 
haven't much time to lose.” 

“But, Son,” protested Mother, “where can 
we go and how shall we get there? Your 
father has the team.” 

Ned could tell by the 
tone of her voice that she 
was inwardly praying for 
a solution. In his eager, 
youthful manner he had 
forgotten there was no 
place to go and no way to 
travel. There came into his 
mind the new cellar they 
were just finishing under 
the corner of the house 
nearest the river. “There's 
the cellar, Ma,” he fairly 
shouted in his zeal to help. 

“Yes, there’s the fruit 
cellar. Amanda, get the 
coats, and Stella, pull the 
quilts from the bed. Ned 
will help you carry them 
through the tunnel,”’ 
Mother directed. 

“We'll have to close and 
bar all the doors first, Ma,” 
shouted Ned. 
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As the family came out of the 
cellar they discovered a ring 
of ashes encircling the house. 
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“Oh, no,” answered Mother. “Be ye kind!” 

“What do you mean?” came a trio of 
voices. “Let those redskins loot everything?” 

“It might be better than having every- 
thing go up in smoke.” 

“We can at least save this good bread 
and these rolls and cookies,” suggested 
Stella, beginning to put them into the bread- 
box and cooky jar. 

“No,” insisted Mother. “Leave most of 
them on the table. Indians always like ‘white 











squaw’s’ bread. Really, children, Indians 
nearly always remember any kindness shown 
them. Let us pray.” And Mother knelt by a 
stool. The others, puzzled, dropped to their 
knees. When the prayer was ended, no one 
spoke, but silently stole out of the house, 
around the corner, and in through the en- 
trance to their hide-out. 

Soon they heard a loud shout, followed by 
a bloodcurdling war whoop. They heard the 
prancing of Indian ponies and the tramp of 
feet. The whites huddled close together 
and wrapped their quilts around them, for 
it was chilly in that damp, dark place. Then 
they heard the dragging of stools across the 
floor as the Indians seemed to be getting 
ready to eat. 

“Redskins have heap big feast,” whispered 
Ned, his teeth chattering. 

“Yes, all the good cookies I made for Pa,” 
groaned Amanda. 

“Never mind,” comforted Mother. “They 
may appreciate it. I have never in all my 
life been sorry for any kindness I have 
shown, even to our enemies.” 

The family took turns watching through 
the ventilation pipe. To their horror, the 
sky became bright from burning fires. But 




















Pathfinders of Raymond, Wisconsin, who recently went flying over Lake Michigan. 


PATHFINDERS TAKE WINGS 


nm whole countryside was talking about 
it. A plane, apparently, had been forced 
down in a field, and the telephone wires 
were buzzing, as everyone rushed to tell 
everyone else the exciting news. But it was 
all a mistake. The plane hadn't been forced 
down at all. It had landed in that field to 
pick up a Junior girl to take her to Path- 
finder meeting. 

You see, this Pathfinder lives twenty-six 
miles away from where the Pathfinders meet, 
and it takes almost an hour to get to meet- 
ings by car. It’s just ten minutes by plane, 
so almost every Sunday Teri Walravine is 
flown to club meetings by her mother! Mrs. 


Walravine owns the Kenosha, Wisconsin, 
airport, and recently she invited the Path- 
finders of Raymond, Wisconsin, to fly with 
her. So one clear, calm Sunday afternoon a 
few months ago Pathfinders drove to the 
airport and flew, many for the first time. 
Out over Lake Michigan they went, then 
back over their homes. How they enjoyed 
the trip! 

Now they are looking forward to the day 
when they will have wings of their own 
and will be able to fly, not just over Lake 
Michigan, but far out into space, from 
planet to planet, and on beyond to the 
distant stars—RAY KRAUS. 





where were those fires? The light didn’t 
seem to be coming from the direction of 
the barn and sheds. 

For a long time Mother and the children 
waited, listening, hardly daring to breathe. 
They were sure they heard the outside door 
slam, then all was quiet above them. Would 
the Indians find their secret hiding place? 
They didn’t seem to be moving about much. 
They weren’t gone, though, for there was 
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still the crackling of burning limbs, and 
frequently the outbreak of new flames shone 
through the ventilator. 

Several long hours passed. “What do you 
think they are doing?” questioned curious 
Ned. 

“I rather think they have built some camp- 
fires,” answered Mother hopefully. Every- 
one was growing weary. They had been 

To page 21 
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KEEP OUT OF TROUBLE! 


By KATHERINE BEVIS 


H's name was Silerius. He was not a good 
man. Some years before he died he wrote 
a note and sealed it so no one could read it. 
On the outside he put directions saying that 
the pallbearers, who would carry his coffin 
to the grave when he died, should open the 
note and read it at that time. 

A few years passed, and Silerius died. As 
the story goes, the note was delivered to the 
pallbearers, and this is what they read: “Be 
assured, gentlemen, that I shall in the fu- 
ture be a good man. I have long been con- 
vinced of the wisdom of complete virtue, 
but human nature has prevented my practic- 
ing it until now.” 

How sad it was that he had waited so long 
to start doing right. For 
now it was everlastingly 
too late. 

A Chinese proverb says: 
“Every task can be accom- 
plished by a man of resolu- 
tion.” 

Some people wait till 
the first of January to make 
their resolutions. But it-is 
a bad habit to wait for any 
particular date. A thing 
that needs to be done, a 
habit that needs to be de- 
stroyed, ought to be taken 
care of now! 

Queen Elizabeth I of 
England was in the last 
moments of her long, bril- 
liant reign. Lying at the 
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Time is growing short. We must 
determine to be good now. Soon 
it will be eternally too late. 


point of death, she was surrounded by serv- 
ants and courtiers, r.ady to answer her 
slightest nod. But none of them could grant 
her last wish. For—if the traditional story is 
true—the dying queen cried out, “Millions 
for an inch of time!” 

She had had nearly seventy years of time. 
What would she have done with another 
inch of it? None can answer that question, 
but we can all be sure that the money she 
offered was too low to buy it. 

How often we have heard a person who 
is being punished because of some habit or 
some Offense against the law, say that he has 
learned his lesson and has resolved to do 
better. That is good as far as it goes, but 
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how much better it would have been if he 
had made his resolutions before he did 
wrong! 

It was a wise man who wrote that “pre- 
vention is the best bridle.” 

Make your good resolutions sow—and 
keep out of trouble! 





Stinging Jelly 
From page 9 


jellyfish at all, they are polyps, and look very 
much like little trees covered with buds. Then, 
after about eighteen months of growing, the 
buds break away, float off into the water, and 
become jellyfish. The Portuguese man-of-war, 
a poisonous jellyfish that looks like a small 
battleship with guns at the ready, is not one 
animal at all, but a collection of them, each 
with its own duty to do. These animals hatch 
from eggs. They do not look alike, they do 
not act alike. One set does all the feeling for 
the entire animal. Another set does the eat- 
ing. Still another set forms the eggs, and so 
on through stinging, keeping the body liv- 
ing and moving. It would be rash to suggest 
that one set knows what the other sets are 
doing, but maybe so. 4 

Jellyfish come in many colors. Red, blue, 
purple, pink, and yellow predominate. 
People have been stung painfully when, 
attracted by these colorful oddities washed 
up onto the shore, they have tried to pick 
them up, for the dart and the poison can 
still do damage even after the jellyfish is 
dead. 

A jellyfish does not live long after the 
waves bring it ashore, especially if the day 
is bright. Although some sea animals eat the 
jellyfish, its greatest enemy is sunlight when 
it is out of water. Since its body is 96 per 
cent water, a few moments of sunshine 
shrivels it away to almost nothing. 

Fortunately the poisonous jellyfish prefer 
offshore waters, coming closer in only to 
lay eggs or when driven by wind or high 
seas. However, the sting of a non-deadly 
specimen can put one in the hospital. Con- 
sequently it is only an act of caution to get 
out of the water at the call of “jellyfish.” A 
shark may cause more terror, but he may be 
alone. Where one jellyfish is, there may be 
hundreds, and too many stings even from 
those considered non-deadly could possibly 
prove fatal. 
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Rugged Country 
for Rugged Men 


From page 11 


We forgot the steep trail and the heavy 
packs. It was great to be alive and high in 
the mountains. 

Soon we crossed a cold mountain stream 
coming from the melting snow, and then 
another. We found a beautiful campsite 
with tall evergreen trees reaching far into 
the sky. The stream sang us a song. The fire 
crackled and the soup boiled. How good it 
was! 

High between the trees we tied a rope. 
From this we hung our food. I think you 
know why. Bears! 

We sang “What a Friend We Have in 
Jesus,” and “Into My Heart,” while the fire 
flickered and sent strange shadows across 
the forest floors. Bowing our heads, we 
thanked God for such a beautiful spot and 
for His protection. It was bedtime. The fire 
died away, the stars shone brighter, the wind 
murmured softly, and we fell asleep. 

I awoke with a start. That fellow next to 
me. Why was he sitting halfway up? What 
was he swinging his arms at? He was 
thrashing around like a madman. Be with 
us next week when we go on with the story. 
I'll tell you all about it. You'll laugh too. 


(To be continued) 





Cocker, a Cocky Crow 
From page 5 


crows would fly off at sight of us. When I 
would open the window Cocker would fly 
to the window ledge and let me scratch his 
neck. Whenever I. petted him he always 
made a soft crackling, cawing noise, which 
sounded as if he were contented with life. 

My grandmother brought her pet parrot 
to our house one day. The parrot was in a 
cage, but we kept him outside. When 
Cocker saw this strange bird, he flew down 
to the cage and stuck his beak inside. The 
parrot started jabbering in English, Spanish, 
and parrot language, and so scared Cocker 
that he flew away; he had never seen a bird 
that talked like a human before! But soon 
he flew back and made the parrot more ex- 
cited. 

My crow was also a collector of various 
objects. One time Father was sorting some 











nuts and screws he had just taken from the 
car. Cocker swooped down and grabbed one 
of the nuts and immediately flew to the 
top of the house and tucked it away under a 
shingle. Another time I came home from 
school only to be met by two angry boys 
who claimed that Cocker had stolen their 
five-dollar watch band. They had laid it on 
the ground, and that thieving crow had 
made off with it. Where he hid it I never 
knew, though I often recovered other 
stolen articles by looking in his favorite 
caches. 

As the years went on, Cocker would be 
absent for several weeks at a time. Just 
as I expected, he left one day and never 
returned. I missed him greatly, but we did 
have a more peaceful household. 

I like to imagine that Cocker is now the 
leader of a crow gang, though I fear he is 
giving some farmer a rough time by spoiling 
his crop of corn. Maybe he is surprising the 
farmer's wife by stealing the farmer's socks 
from the clothesline! 


Socks for Fritz 
From page 3 


And then Fritz came along. The whole 
family liked Fritz the moment they met 
him. He was so jolly and likable and could 
tell the best stories—this young German 
six-footer who had recently begun working 
at the garage where Daddy was a foreman 
mechanic. 

The night of Daddy’s birthday Fritz 
Braun joined the family celebrations at 
dinner. From then on he was a frequent 
visitor in the home and began to feel more 
settled in South Africa; so much so that he 
even bought an old small car, a real jalopy 
that wasn’t even roadworthy, but which 
Daddy promised to help him get into run- 
ning order. Fritz even stayed overnight 
sometimes so that they could work on 
Leaking Lena far into the night, for it 
@v be some time before she would be 

ready for the road and her name could be 
changed to Leaping Lena. Meanwhile, 
Fritz was enjoying the change of being in a 
home after the cold loneliness of hotel life. 

One day Fritz returned to his hotel room 
to get a change of clothing. He had been 
there the day before, and all had been in 
order, but this time he immediately sensed 
that something was wrong. As he opened 


his clothes closet he gasped with surprise. 
Everything was gone! He opened the 
drawers. Empty! The only clothes he had 
were the ones he was wearing. Three good 
suits, all his other shirts, socks, ties, and 
even handkerchiefs had vanished. 

The hotel manager was informed, the 
police were called, and Fritz phoned his 
new friends to tell them of his loss. It was 
soon after seven o'clock when he phoned. 
Tony had studied his Sabbath school lesson, 
had had his evening prayer, and Mother had 
tucked him into bed. That lovely drowsy 
feeling was just overcoming him when the 
ring of the telephone shattered it. From the 
fragments of conversation Tony, Sister, and 
Mother pieced the story together. And they 
were so sorry for this young man, living in 
a strange land, where every penny counted 
as he established a new life. 

Tony couldn’t sleep that night. He kept 
putting himself in Fritz’s place. Alone, with 
no relatives and very few friends in a 
country thousands of miles from his home- 
land, where the language was foreign, the 
customs strange, and conditions different 
from those he was accustomed to. Then, 
just when he was beginning to feel settled, 
he had been absolutely cleaned out of all his 
worldly possessions—all except the clothes 
he had on and Leaking Lena. Poor Fritz! He 
had nothing while Tony had everything— 
well, nearly everything. Everything except 
that truck that he had been dreaming about. 
If only he had more money! ‘ 

Then an idea came to Tony, and feeling 
contented, he was soon enfolded in peaceful 
slumber. 

The next morning, while Mother was 
preparing breakfast, Tony whispered a 
question in her ear. It was a strange ques- 
tion for a little boy to ask—“How much 
money does a pair of men’s nylon socks 
cost?” Then Mother heard the clatter of 
coins in the bedroom and a little voice say- 
ing, “Five shillings, six shillings, seven 
shillings and sixpence!” 

During the silence that followed, Mother 
tiptoed past the bedroom door and noticed 
it was standing ajar. There was Tony with 
the writing set he had received for Christ- 
mas, busily writing a letter. Finally it was 
finished and sealed in an envelope, together 
with all the pennies and silver that had 
been so carefully saved. Mother was asked 
to address it to Fritz Braun, since Tony 
didn’t know how to spell in German! 
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Fritz was deeply touched by his little 
friend’s generosity. And Mother and Dad 
were so inspired by his act of sacrifice that 
they told the story to fellow believers who 
worshiped in the same church. As a result 
others donated. One young girl who had 
recently lost her job because she refused to 
work on Saturday, the Lord’s Sabbath day, 
even donated £5 ($14), which she gave 
gladly and quite freely from her savings. A 
total of £20 ($56) was collected and 


) @e« over to Fritz to help him replace 


is stolen possessions. 

With heartfelt gratitude, Fritz bought a 
new blue-gray suit so that he could join 
the family in worshiping God in the church 
that had befriended him. 

When next payday came, Fritz went to 
town on a special shopping expedition. And 
he didn’t spend all his money on new 
clothes! That evening he visited the Hooper 
home carrying a mysterious package. No! 
It wasn’t a toy truck, but something even 
better—a beautiful chromium wind-up 
model of a Jaguar automobile, exquisitely 
made in Fritz’s homeland, Germany. 

Tony's joy knew no bounds. Giving up 
his savings to buy socks for Fritz had 
seemed a sacrifice at the time, but it had 
paid in every way. 


Jack’s Adventure 
From page 8 


honest people in every church. I am glad, 
however, you called her attention to the 
fact that Satan has a counterfeit for every- 
thing that is good, and that a counterfeit is 
deceiving because it is similar to the genu- 
ine. Right away you had her husband’s good 
will. He too may read that book and accept 
Jesus. Your father and I knelt right down 
and asked God's blessing to rest on that 
home and to keep you faithful to Him, so 
He can use you to be a messenger of the 
truth. 
& “Now, son, Father and I have talked over 
this matter of your coming home for a little 
visit this next weekend as you suggested in 
your letter, but we do not think that it is 
best. Of course, we would be delighted to 
see you, but it is only four more weeks now 
until time for our camp meeting. Oh, how 
happy I shall be to see you then! 
“Do not allow Satan to discourage you. 
Remember that only the weaklings become 


discouraged and give up. They just cannot 
endure ‘hardness, as a good soldier.’ But 
you have the stuff in you to make a thing go 
through thick and thin. Don’t give up be- 
cause the battle is hot—fight it out to a 
victory. You can be assured that your father 
and I pray for you at our family worship 
every morning and every night. The Cap- 
tain of the Lord’s hosts is with you. You 
cannot lose if you obey His orders. Be brave, 
my son, and fight the battles of the Lord. 

“We certainly had a very interesting 
young people’s meeting last Sabbath. The 
leader read some of the experiences you 
boys sent to the society. Everyone was so 
glad to hear from ‘our boys.’ They are wait- 
ing anxiously for the time to come when 
you will return, so you can tell some of your 
experiences to the young people. 

“Poor Sister Hunter just sat there and 
cried. I felt so sorry for her! It has been 
two weeks now since Carl ran away from 
home. They haven’t heard a word from him. 
Don’t know whether he is dead or alive, in 
jail or a hospital, or even worse still, with 
some other bad boys learning more wicked- 
ness. It seems to me such a cowardly thing 
for him to sneak away like a thief. Father 
and I were just talking about it the other 
day, and we are so proud of our son. You 
have always been above anything low and 
cheap like that. 

“Hope you enjoy the package of ‘goodies’ 
I am sending to you. Alice came over yester- 
day and helped me make them. 


“YOUR DEVOTED MOTHER.” 
“MY DEAR SON, 


“Your good letter was waiting for me as 
usual Tuesday morning. Mother and I are 
not able to accomplish very much Tuesday 
mornings until we get your letter. 

“Have you sent in your name to the con- 
ference office for a place to stay during camp 
meeting? You know that the colporteurs 
are privileged characters at this important 
gathering. You will have your railroad fare 
paid and a place given to you in the regular 
colporteur tent. That will be something new 
for Father to have to march around to that 
tent to visit his son. 

“I am enclosing your tithe receipt, which 
was handed to me Sabbath. I am glad to see 
that you are faithful in paying the Lord His 
tithe first, even if it did run you so close 
last week you had to walk back to your 
territory. Yes, son, I think you are absolutely 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Hannah Oduro, age 13. State Middle School, P.O. 
Box 14, Ejisu, Ashanti, Gold Coast, British West 
Africa. Net ball, music, sewing, swimming, reading. 

James K. Manu, c/o George Manu, Kingsway 
Stores, P.O. Box FF, Kumasi, Ashanti, Gold Coast, 
British West Indies. Football, table tennis. 

Alyce Wombold, age 14. Box 238, Olds, Alberta, 
Canada. Piano, reading. 

Judy Johnson, age 12. Route 1, Box 31A, Elma, 
Washington, U.S.A. Reading, shells, stamps. 

Mynna Marie Spracklen, age 13. Route 2, Sand- 
point, Idaho, U.S.A. Books, chemistry. 

Nyla Frances Weinand, age 13. 1320 Larch Street, 
Sandpoint, Idaho, U.S.A. Sewing, horseback riding, 
water skiing, swimming. 

Betty Jean Harbison, age 14. Route 1, Sandpoint, 
Idaho, U.S.A. Sewing, post cards. 








right in paying your tithe on the advance 
payments and helps as you go along. If you 
wait until your last delivery, it will be so 
much harder. 

“Mother, I see, has written all the news, 
so I shall close. Be faithful to the Lord, study 
your Bible every day, and pray that God will 
keep you near to Him. 

“YOUR LOVING FATHER.” 


The other three lads were quietly reading 
their mail when Frank broke the stillness by 
saying, “Can you beat that! What Harriett 
and Ruby won't get into next!” 

“What's the matter? I thought they were 
supposed to be canvassing somewhere in 
Illinois,” asked Joe. 

“Canvassing is not all they are doing,” 
continued Frank. “Listen to this: 

“‘Our work and purpose here at Carmi 
has spread far and wide. The Pentecostal 
preacher who gave me two orders for 
Bible Readings (one for his daughter and 
one to be given as first prize to the member 
who brings the most visitors to Sunday 
school in the next three months) invited 
us to a fellowship meeting they had last 
Sunday night. Ruby Travis sang a solo, and 
I gave a few introductory remarks in an- 
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nouncing her number. The preacher made a 
lasting impression on his people’s minds 
when he showed them a copy of Bible 
Readings he had paid cash for and how it 
was up for first prize. “It's a dandy of a 
book,” he added. 

“In returning home we felt that was 
enough for one week, but at the Methodist 
prayer meeting Wednesday night, Johnny 
Murphy, vice-president of Youth for Christ, 
cornered us and asked for a special number 
for Friday night. We planned a musica! 
number for Friday that was a musical read- 
ing of the origin of the hymn, “Trust and 
Obey,” which is really a memorial to a 
young man’s testimony. The Lord certainly 
knows how to work things for good. After 
the young evangelist had finished his fiery 
sermonette on the uncertain times and the 
challenge to be true witnesses there was a 
testimony meeting that far exceeds many 
we've had at school. These young people 
were sincere and on fire for God. We were 
glad to tell them that they could count on 
us. 

““This morning at the Christian church 
we were approached by one of the mem- 
bers who had heard us give our reading at 
the Youth for Christ meeting, and he intro- 
duced us to the superintendent, who im- 
mediately recruited us to give the skit in 
Sunday school next week. The minister, 
who happens to have relatives who are Ad- 
ventists, has taken a month’s vacation. Who 
can deny that the Lord opens the doors for 
those who allow Him to lead them and use 
them. It’s wonderful! Keep praying for us. 


““As ever, 
“ “HARRIETT WALKER.” 


“They are carrying on a real Share Your 
Faith program, don’t you think, fellows?” 
Donald announced with an air of “see what 
our MV Society last winter did for them”? 

“Yes, Donald, you were an inspiring 
leader all right,’ commented Frank. “Does 
Ruby have anything to say in her letter about 
all this singing and church work?” 

“Not exactly, but she does tell of an nell 
esting visit she had.” 

“Let’s hear it,” all three suggested in 
unison. 

“‘On Friday afternoon, about three weeks 
ago, I was about to quit and leave the rest of 
the houses in the block until the following 
Monday. Then I decided, since there were 
about four houses back in an alley, that it 
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might be better to make those few calls. 
The last call was at a very poor home. There 
were a number of children, so I showed 
them Bedtime Stories. They were not able to 
buy because there had been sickness in the 
family. However, we visited together about 
the Bible, how that it is the only rule of 
faith one can safely follow. Finally, they 
told me that they had been keeping the Sab- 
bath and using only clean meats for sixteen 
years. These truths they had discovered by 
areful study of their Bible. We cannot know 
ow many folks have already heard and ac- 
cepted parts of the last message. The work 
may be nearer done than we think.’” 

“Why, they are having the same kind of 
experiences we are having,” Jack announced 
in astonishment. 

“What is so surprising about that?” asked 
Frank. “This is God’s work, and this mes- 
sage is to go to every nation, kindred, 
tongue, and people.” 

“It is wonderful to think that we are 
taking the announcement from door to door 
that Jesus is coming soon,” mused Joe. 
“And to realize that men and women are 
doing this right now in every State in the 
Union,” he continued as if he was just be- 
ginning to comprehend that there were 
other colporteurs besides the four lads in 
Macon County. 

“Don’t stop with the United States,” 
cautioned Frank. “Colporteurs are every- 
where.” 


(Next week: “Stumped!” ) 





The Circle of Fires 
From page 14 


sitting so long in cramped positions. They 
slept in short, fitful spells. At long last the 
first rays of daylight came. How welcome 
was the crowing of the roosters! 

“At least those Indians didn’t burn the 
hen house,” said Ma, stretching herself as 


oe she could. “It seems so quiet I believe 


we can venture out. There hasn’t been a 
sound for a long time.” 

Silently they dragged themselves through 
the tunnel, not knowing what to expect. 
Imagine their surprise when they saw only 
ashes of small campfires encircling the house. 
Nothing seemed to have been molested, 
though the intruders had cleaned up every- 
thing edible in sight. 

To the questioning expressions on the 
children’s faces, Mother replied in her usual 
trustful manner. “After we have knelt and 
thanked God for His love and protection, 
I'll tell you what I think happened.” 

As they arose from prayer, Ned ex- 
claimed, “Ma, I'm starved. Please get us 
something to eat.” 

“How about some pancakes and sor- 
ghum?” suggested Mother. 

“We want to know why all these ashes?” 
questioned the girls. 

“There may be one or two reasons,” 
answered Ma, getting out the pancake grid- 
dle as Ned poked the fire in the cookstove. 
“First, they may have wanted to make the 
other Indians think they were burning all 
the buildings, or, second, they may have 
wanted a nice warm nap after such a good 
feed. It always pays to be kind, even if it 
means feeding your enemies.” 

When Ned started to say that he could 
never have believed it, they heard horse 
hoofs and the rattling of a wagon. It was 
Father. What a happy reunion! It wasn’t 
long until the womenfolk were busy baking 
and Pa and Ned were replenishing the 
woodpile that the Indians had so freely 
helped themselves to during the night. 

This was the last Indian scare for the 
Terrys, but everyone has long remembered 
Ma’s favorite Bible verse, “Be ye kind.” 
You'll find it in Ephesians 4:32. 








COVER PICTURE by H. A. Roberts. Story 
illustrations not otherwise credited are by 
John Gourley. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


!V—The Baptism and Temptation of Jesus 


(July 28) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Matthew 3:13-17; 
4:1-11. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “He answered 
and said, It is written, Man shall not live by 
bread alone, but by every word that proceedeth 
out of the mouth of God” (Matthew 4:4). 

READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 

Guiding Thought 

Just before our Lord started His public min- 
istry He went to His cousin John in the wil- 
derness and asked him to baptize Him. Not to 
show His repentance for sin did Jesus submit 
to baptism, but to set us an example in all that 
we are to do. At this solemn scene in the Jordan 
River was one witness who was not pleased. As 
he saw the Father’s glory he knew that he must 
either conquer or be conquered. Satan left the 
scene and followed Jesus to the wilderness, 
where He had gone to meditate and prepare for 
the work ahead of Him. And it was here that he 
put to Jesus three great temptations that could 
only be resisted by the power of God's Word. 
Here the usurper of this earth lost the battle 
against the true King of the universe. 


SUNDAY 


The Baptism 


1. Find Matthew 3:13. For what purpose did 
Jesus come all the way from Nazareth to seek 
John the Baptist? 


2. Read verses 14, 15. What conversation took 
place that showed the reason why Jesus, though 
without sin, sought to be baptized? 

NOTE.—‘‘Jesus did not receive baptism as a 
confession of guilt on His own account. He 
identified Himself with sinners, taking the steps 
that we are to take, and doing the work that we 
must do.’—The Desire of Ages, p. 111. 

3. Read verse 16, first part. What do we read 
in this verse that proves that Jesus was not 
sprinkled with water, but immersed in it? 

NoTE.—In John 3:23 we read that John 
chose Aenon near to Salim for a baptism be- 
cause “there was much water there.” 
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4. Read verses 16, second part, 17. How did 
God the Father show His approval at the bap- 
tism of His Son? 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
E10, pat. 1; p. TU, par. 1 


MONDAY 
The First Temptation 


5. Find Matthew 4:1. Where did Jesus go for 
meditation and prayer after His baptism and 
who came to Him there? 

NOTE.—"When Jesus was led into the wil- 
derness to be tempted, He was led by the Spirit 
of God. He did not invite temptation. He went 
to the wilderness to be alone, to contemplate 
His mission and work. By fasting and prayer He 
was to brace Himself for the bloodstained path 
He must travel. But Satan knew that the Saviour 
had gone into the wilderness, and he thought 
this the best time to approach Him.”—The De- 
sire of Ages, p. 114. 

6. Read verses 2-4. With what temptation did 
Satan come to Jesus, and how did our Lord meet 
this temptation? 


NOTE.—Jesus quoted Deuteronomy 8:3 to 
Satan. 

“With Christ, as with the holy pair in Eden, 
appetite was the ground of the first great tempta- 
tion. Just where the ruin began, the work of our 
redemption must begin. As by the indulgence of 
appetite Adam fell, so by the denial of appetite 
ere must overcome.”’—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
118. 


TUESDAY 
The Second Temptation ‘ 


7. Find Matthew 4:5, 6. When Satan failed to 
get Jesus to yield to temptation the first time, 
what did he next urge Him to do? 


NoTE.—In quoting this promise from the 
ninety-first psalm, Satan deliberately left out one 
phrase, “to keep thee in all thy ways.” Angels 
will only guard those who are walking in the 
way of God. Deliberately to test their power in 
aed way would have shown presumption. not 
aitn. 
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8. Read verse 7. What scripture did Jesus 
quote in reply to this temptation? 
NOTE.—Jesus quoted from Deuteronomy 6: 
16. We learn what it is to tempt the Lord when 
we read in Exodus 17 how the. children of Israel 


} “tempted” God by saying when they asked for 
water, “Is the Lord among us, or not?” To 
} doubt God’s wisdom and mercy is to tempt Him. 


This our Lord would not do. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 125, par. 4; p. 126. 


WEDNESDAY 


@:. Third Temptation 


9. Find Matthew 4:8, 9. How did Satan make 
one more attempt to get Jesus to submit to him? 
NotTe.—‘“Christ might deliver Himself from 
the dreadful future by acknowledging the su- 
premacy of Satan. But to do this was to yield 
the victory in the great controversy. It was in 
seeking to exalt himself above the Son of God 
that Satan had sinned in heaven. Should he pre- 
vail now, it would be the triumph of rebellion.” 

—The Desire of Ages, p. 129. 


10. Read verse 10. With what words and Scrip- 
ture quotation did Jesus answer the tempter? 
NOTE.—This quotation was from Deuteron- 
omy 10:20. 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 130. 
THURSDAY 


Christ Our Helper in Temptation 


11. Find Matthew 4:11. Realizing that his at- 
tempts to make Christ his subject had failed, the 
devil left our Lord. Who then appeared to minis- 
ter to our exhausted Saviour? 


NoTE.—'The angels of heaven had watched 
the conflict, beholding their loved Commander 
as He passed through inexpressible suffering to 
make a way of escape for us. He had endured the 
test, greater than we shall ever be called to en- 


mane 


Satan showed Jesus all the 
power and riches the world 
offers and promised to give 
them to Him if He would 
@:- and worship him. Jesus 
refused to do it, because He 
knew He could not save you 
and me if He obeyed Satan. 


PIRATE HAs 
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dure. The angels now ministered to the Son of 
God as He lay like one dying. He was strength- 
ened with food, comforted with the message of 
His Father’s love and the assurance that all heaven 
triumphed in His victory. Warming to life again, 
His great heart goes out in sympathy for man.”— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 131. 


12. Find Hebrews 2:17, 18. What has Christ’s 
resistance to Satan done to help us? 


NOTE.—"He endured every trial to which we 
are subject. And He exercised in His own behalf 
no power that is not freely offered to us. As man, 
He met temptation, and overcame in the strength 
~“_ Him from God.’—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 24. 


13. Find 2 Corinthians 2:14, first half. In our 
temptations can we experience the same victory 
that Jesus had in His temptations? 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 117, par. 1. 


FRIDAY 


WHEN was Jesus baptized? 

How was He baptized? 

By WHOM was He baptized? 

WHY was He baptized? 

WHO showed His approval of His baptism? 

PUT THESE THREE TEMPTATIONS in the order 
in which they came to Jesus. 

The temptation to fall down and worship 
Satan. ( ) 

The temptation to cause the stones to be made 
into bread. ( 

The temptation to cast Himself from the 
Temple. (_ ) 

What “reward” did Satan hold out to Jesus 
in the case of each of these? 

To which of these temptations did Jesus quote 
these scriptures in reply? 

“Man shall not live by bread alone, but by 
every word that proceedeth out of the mouth of 
God.” (_ ) 

“Thou shalt worship the Lord thy God and 
him only shalt thou serve.” ( 






POKE, the OPOSSUM, No. 8-—By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1956, BY REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


1. As the bobcat looked up into the persimmon tree 
he saw the opossum busily feeding on the luscious 
fruit. His mouth watered at the thought of a 
*possum dinner. 2. Quickly the cat climbed the tree. 
Poke did the only thing he could—crawled out to 





the end of the thin limb, where he hung by his tail. 
The branch was too small to support the cat, who 
eventually gave up. 3. Another fall, when Poke was 
again feeding in a persimmon tree, he heard the bay- 
ing of a pack of hounds coming from up the creek. 





4. This time, when the hounds found the opossum 
and a hunter shone a flashlight in his eyes, it looked 
like serious business. 5. One of the hunters climbed 
the tree and shook Poke’s branch so vigorously that 
the three-legged opossum lost his hold and dropped 


7. As soon as the opossum was placed in a sack and 
thought he was alone in the dark, he began vigorously 
chewing and smacking his lips over the persimmon, 
to the surprise and amusement of the hunters. 8. 
They carried the opossum home anticipating a feast 
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down among the dogs. They shook him and dropped 
him. 6. Poke looked very dead with his tongue hang- 
ing out of his mouth and his eyes shut. One of the 
hunters forced a ripe persimmon into his mouth, 
but the clever little actor would not even chew it. 


of “’possum and ’taters.” Poor Poke’s one defense 
did not always work! 9. Opossums may be short on 
wit and end up in the kettle, as Poke did, but the 
tribe does not die out, for the families are large 
and come often to fill the places of the missing. 








